The mft lamentable Tragedy 
Haft thou noLetters tomeftom theFnct ? 

Man. No my good Lord. 

To enter in the thoughts of deiperate m 

In tattred weeds, with ^sr-whilmingbrovres 
Culling of fimples ; meager w«re has lookes, 

Sharpe mifcry had worne him to the bones, 

Andm his needy Atop a Tortoife hung, 

An Allcgater flute , and other skinnes 
Ofill (han’t fifties, and about his (helves 

Were thinly fcattered, to make up aft ew- 

Noting this penury, to my 

And if a man did need a poyfon now, 

Whofe fale is prefent death in , 

Here lives a Caitifte wretch would (ell *t him , 

O this (amethought did biufore-runmyneed, 

And this fame needy man muft 

As I remember, this fliould be the houfe. 

Being holy-day the beggers drop is (hut . 

What ho? Apothecary. 

Hold, there is forty Duckets, let me h*ve 
A dram of poy (on, fuch loo nefprea ding geare 
As willdifperfeit felfe through alltheveines, 

That the life-wearie taker may fall dea , 

And that the truncke may be difcharg d of bread t, 
a c as haftv powder ner Ci 
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Doth hurry from the fatall Canons wombe. 

Appo. Such mortall drugs I have , but Mantua s law 

Is death to any he that utters them. 

r Rom. Art thou fo bare and full of wretchednefle, 
And fear ’ft to dye ? famine is in thy cheekeS, 

Need and oppreflion ftarveth in thine eyes. 

Contempt and beggery hang upon thy back. 

The world is not thy friend,nor the worlds law. 

The world affords no law to make thee rich. 

Then be not poore , but breake it and take this . 

Apo. My poverty but nor my will content s . 

Tom. I pay thy poverty, and not thy will. 

Apo. Put this in any liquid thing you will. 

And drinke it off ; and if you had the ftrength 
Of twenty men, it would dilpatch you ftraight. 

^a.There is thy gold,worfe poifon to mens foules, 
Doing more murders in this loathfome world. 

Than thefe poor compounds that thou maift not fell; 

I fell thee poyfon, thou haft fold me none. 

Farewell, buy food, and get thy felfe in flefh. 

Come Cordiall and not poyfon, goe with me 
To Juliets grave, for there muft I ufe thee. 

■ J ° Exeunt. 

Enter Frier John to Trier Laurence. 

Job .Holy Francifcan Frier, brother, ho. 

J Enter Laurence. 

Lau.lhis fame (hould be the voice of Frier John, 
Welcome from Mantua : what fayes 7 \ome» ? 

Or if his minde be writ, give me his Letter. 

Job. Going to finde a barefoot brother out. 

One of our Order, to aflectateme, 

Here in the City vifiting the ficke, 

And finding him ; the Searchers of the towne, 
Sufpe&ing that we both were in a houfe 
Where the infeftious peftilence did raigne. 

Seal’d up the doores,and would not let us forth,. 

So that my fpeed to Mantua there was ftaid. 


